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THE ALDINE. 



there was even a flash of diamond light on finger 
and at throat. Very pretty — very winning —evi- 
dently wealthy in the world's goods, if ©manner and 
dress went for anything, and yet but now in tears 
and unquestionably suffering in the very deepest 
recesses of her girlish heart. Girlish — scarcely yet 
a woman's in the true meaning of the word ; for not 
more than nineteen to twenty years had as yet 
passed over the fair head, and there should have 
been no shadow on the soul as there was no wrinkle 
on the brow. 

The young girl knelt beside the chair of her aunt, 
and put one arm around her who had so suddenly 
become her sister-sufferer. Then she knew that she 
had not been mistaken — that Hepzibah was verita- 
bly crying, just as herself or one many years younger 
might have been. She made an attempt to draw 
away the hand holding the handkerchief, from the 
not too comely and time-marked face hidden by it. 
For a time that effort was resisted, though accom- 
panied by assurances that should have melted any 
resentment, if resentment was indeed blended with 
the feeling momentarily entertained by the spinster. 

" Dear Aunt Hepzy," 
she pleaded, "do not be 
angry with me. I had no 
right to say what I did ; 
but you must forgive me ; 
for, indeed, indeed I was 
feeling worse than you 
knew, and I scarcely 
thought what I spoke." 

Another instant, and 
then the angular spinster 
threw her arms around 
the young figure beside 
her, and strained her to 
her heart as if in her she 
in some sort embraced 
lost happiness. 

" No, it is I who am the 
pesky old fool, Susan ! " 
she said, the sobs yet in 
her voice, though they 
failed altogether to soften 
it. " If any body is to be 
forgiven, I am the one, 
for I treated you like an 
old cat as I am ! " 

"No — not like an old 
cat. Aunt Hepzy — " 

" Hold your tongue, 
child ! I know best what 
I am, and I say that I am 
an old cat. I have been 
called an * old tabby cat,' 
before now ; and they 
were not very far out, I 
reckon. What right had 
I," and, yet sitting in her 
chair, she rocked back- 
ward and forward with 
the form of the kneeling 
young girl still in her 
arms — "what right had 
I to say a word to you of 
your folly, only a year old, 
when mine, that should 
have been dead for nearly 
twenty years, conies up 
again at a word and makes 
me a stupider old fool 
than ever? " 

"Not an old fool, aunt, at all, or any kind of a 
fool — only a woman. A woman that I hope will 
not be quite so hard on me, as — " 

"As I have been — say it out. Sue, and nobody 
will be the worse." 

"Well, as you have been, then, dear aunt. I can 
not help suffering, but I think that I can learn to 
bear. I did love Lewis Forman so dearly ; and for 
a long, long time — that is, a long time it seemed 
to me — he appeared to love me as well. Then I 
found, all at once, that he had never cared for me 
at all, as — in the way that I wished: that he was 
fond of that nobler and handsomer girl than I can 
ever be, though I do think that she is not quite so 
fine as I am — is she, aunt ? — Bessie Wayne ; and if 
I could have bought his love, at that moment, away 
from her, with every pound that I am worth in the 
world— " 

" Hush, Sue, don't say that ! Love is not bought ! " 

" Hear me out, aunt ! If I could have bought his 



love away from her, I say, with every pound that I 
am worth in the world, I would have been in rags the 
next day, and he would have been my husband." 

"Poor girl!" was all the comment of Hepzibah 
Thorn, still holding the fair head so near to her that 
it was half-hidden. 

"Don't misunderstand me, aunt," she went on. 
"That was then, not now, though it was not many 
months ago. I have learned better, since, than to 
talk of buying love ; though I have not learned any 
better than to suffer when all this comes too near. 
Thank heaven that I do not see him often, now, as I 
think that I could not bear it if I did. To-night, 
when I saw them pass, sitting so close, it drove me 
mad for a little while. But I will try not to be so 
mad again ; and you must try to bear with me, now 
that you know the truth — you, who have borne so 
much more than I am ever likely to bear, and lived 
to find power to put it under your feet — almost al- 
ways." 

" Almost always — yes. Sue, almost always. Not so 
nearly, though, that I can not understand you when 
you suffer, and when I have time to put away the 




THE CASTLE OF HOHENSCHWANGAU. 

impatient temper and hard words of the old cat. 
Perhaps you were right, a little while ago, and that I 
was wrong. I have nothing to buy, now, for myself; 
but I would buy your .love for you to-morrow, if I 
could. I can not. Well, I can do the next best thing, 
in my poor, hard, old .way. I can help you to bear, 
by bearing with /cz*;,-. for see how I have punished 
myself by being cruel to you for only a few moments. 
Now dry your eyes, get a little of the tangle out of 
your hair, and we will go to supper." 

The time was earlier on the same evening during 
which we have seen Lewis Forman and Bessie 
Wayne returning from the sledge-ride eventually so 
costly to the former in the expenditure of horse- 
flesh. The place was the parlor of the very hand- 
some house once belonging to Captain John Allar- 
dyce, one of the commissaries of his Britannic 
Majesty's armies in America, during the French wars 
preceding the Revolution — now, with much other 
property, ■ the heritage of his only daughter and 



heiress, and standing at what was then nearly the 
centre of the main street of Freehold, or Monmouth 
Court-House. And the persons, as may be already 
well understood, were Susan Allardyce, that only 
child and wealthy orphan daughter, thus unwittingly 
made to turn out her inmost heart to critical view, — 
and Miss Hepzibah Thorn, well-to-do relative, resid- 
ing under the same roof, and revealing a correspond- 
ing sorrow in the far past, to that pressing upon the 
young girl in the then immediate present. 

Of the grief so long before fallen upon the elder 
lady, no other explanation is necessary in this con- 
nection, than to say that at that far period Captain 
Allardyce had introduced to her one of his brother- 
officers, who wooed and won her, with every expecta- 
tion on her part that a marriage would follow — but 
with the melancholy sequel of subsequent coldness, 
quarrel, repentance when too late, and (as many who 
knew both, believed) the result of the separation an 
after-course of dissipation on the part of the officer, 
leading to disgrace and an early grave, and leaving 
this life-long regret of which we have seen so painful 
evidence, to start into renewed strength under cer- 
tain incitements, and tor- 
ture anew the angular old 
maid, at other times and 
under other circumstances 
so truly a member of the 
chill sisterhood. 

Of Susan Allardyce, no- 
thing more need here be 
said, than what has been 
already conveyed by her 
own shamed confession. 
That she truly loved Lewis 
Forman, but with a love 
now hopeless as absorb- 
ing, was one of those pain- 
ful facts affording much 
more matter for pity than 
for wonder. That that 
love, now hopeless in the 
knowledge that between 
the young gentleman-far- 
mer and Bessie Wayne 
was growing a tie which 
promised to bind them for 
life — might work wreck 
and ruin to the heart 
that harbored it. or that, 
in God's good providence 
some deed of heroism or 
self-abnegation might flow 
from it, widening and rip- 
ening the whole nature 
for a better destiny, — this 
was something far less evi- 
dent, in either of its alter- 
natives ; but who could 
say that either lay be- 
yond the bounds of pro- 
fa abilit)'' ? 

Nay, who could fore- 
cast, that winter night 
when the snow lay thick 
on Monmouth plains, 
answering well to that 
which enveloped the suf- 
fering army of freedom, 
half-clothed, barefooted 
and ill-fed, among the 
bleak mountains of the 
Schuylkill — who could 
then forecast what changes should come to any or 
all of those lately brought into the circle of this 
narration, before the falling of the snows of the next 
season, through the thickening of the war-cloud 
enveloping the whole struggling land, and the roil- 
ing of its darkest shadows over that Flanders of the 
Revolutionary area, lying between the Delaware and 

the Hudson? 

[to be continued.] 



THE CASTLE OF HOHENSCHWANGAU, 

For only a single illustration are we afforded space, 
in this issue, of that important series commenced in 
the last, and dealing with " Picturesque Europe." 
But this single illustration, however limited in di- 
mensions, reveals one of the loveliest scenes on the 
habitable globe, whether nature or art is considered ; 
and only less of a privilege is it, to see it thus deftly 
conveyed by the engraver's art, than to view it with 
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the natural eye in distant and costly travel. The 
Castle of Hohenschwangau, or, as it is often called, 
Oberschwangau, both designations meaning " the 
height of the Swan district," or ** hill of the Swan 
County,"— is one of those grand old erections, dat- 
ing from the time when men built well because they 
had no occasion to build so rapidly as at present, 
and because anything less stable than the best was 
very likely to tumble about the ears at an early as- 
sault of foe or blast of mountain tempest. Of the 
precise date of erection there is now no authentic 
record ; though all tradition seems to prove that the 
original structure must have been founded very soon 
after the time of Charlemagne. It is known to have 
been very old and gray, when the type-hero of Ger- 
man romance, Frederic Barbarossa, was alternately 
defying Rome, and gathering forces to assert the 
power of the Holy See in Palestine ; and it bore a 
memorable part in the more ornamental records of 
German history, through many of the reigns — those 
of Otho and Maximilian among others — reflecting 
the highest peaceful glory on the race. Some of the 
contests of the minnesingers were held here, and 
many of. the most n6table of the noble minstrels 
visited it, as quite the peer and rival of the Wart- 
burg, though with no single contest comparing with 
the one ** Feast of Harps " of the latter fortress ; and, 
like the Wartburg, it is connected with the history of 
Martin Luther, in the alleged fact that the reformer, 
leaving Augsburg after the memorable mee,ting with 
his powerful antagonists at that place, halted there 
for a certain season on his way to Saxony. It is 
truly one of the places of pride of German story 
atid' song ; and no eye can behold the noble though 
broken pile so grandly crowning that cliff of the rug- 
gedly beautiful Bavarian Highlands, without con- 
fessing that romance has seldom chosen a more 
fitting or more magnificent home. 

Hohenschwangau (to enter a little more into intel- 
ligible detail), stands on a commanding eminence 
overlooking the river Lech and its valley, not far 
from the town of Fiissen, on the border of Bavaria, 
near the frontier of the Tyrol, something more than 
fifty miles southwest of Augsburg. It lies within 
what was once the dukedom of Suabia, and seems to 
have been erected by a powerful noble of that duke- 
dom, who probably bore the swan as his crest, and 
who certainly was known as the " Schwan Ritter," 
or Knight of the Swan, his possessions being called 
the ** Schwangau," or Swan County, and this, his 
proudest seat, dominating a wide extent of country, 
and evidencing his lordly taste while it sustained his 
power. Some traditions have it that the swan of the 
" Lohengrin," the favorite emblem and cognizance 
of the Kings of Bavaria, had an original connection 
with the spot, though the scene of the leading events 
in the " Nibelungen Lied" certainly lies somewhat 
distant. WhetTier this allegation be true, or no, cer- 
tainly the Faderland has few spots more thoroughly 
beautiful than the Hohenschwangau, throned on its 
rocks, itself dominated by the lordly pines of the 
higher summits, but any poirtion of its fine old tow- 
ers commanding such a view of vale, mountain and 
river, as can seldom be found paralleled over all the 
broad earth. 



A MINUTE-MAN OF '75. 

We give, in this number, as the fourth of our full- 
page illustrations of the Revolutionary times one 
hundred years ago — a charming picture, with the 
above name, and not only supplying an admirable 
glimpse of that period, but teaching a lesson which 
may need to be studied a little in these days of run- 
ning to extremes on nearly every subject. The 
" Minute-Man of '75," in our picture, seems to be 
very pleasantly situated, as well as evidently in him- 
self a very pleasant fellow. There seems very little 
of the alarms or hardships of war, in this hour of 
dalliance with a pretty woman, on the verge of a 
coast that might be that of New England — while 
the sunshine is so bright, while the waters are so 
blue, and while the flowers in the dainty fingers of 
the lady are evidently not sweeter than her own 
breath, or brighter than the flash of her eyes. And 
yet, the personality of this handsome young fellow 
conveys the lesson to which we have above referred 
as well worth the studying. 

Since the day when books connected with the Re- 
volution began to be written, something too much of 
stress has been continually laid on the ** bone and 
sinew " of that struggle, as the laboring men of the 
time have been called. Hearing of Lexington, we 



have been told that the farmer left his plow stand- 
ing in the furrow, and the artisan the tools lying on 
his work-bench, to take up arms and fly to the de- 
fense of a periled land and a threatened liberty. 
Very true — so far: so did the laboring men of '75> 
as we have already seen in the appropriate con- 
nections ; and all honor to their memories for this 
quick and earnest patriotism. But were they alone ? 
Was there not another class, quite as ardent and 
useful as those men of the grimed brow and the 
horny hands ? And is it not nearly time that some- 
thing like justice should be done to those who prob- 
ably left pleasanter occupations, than plowing or 
planing, to fight the battle of freedom, and win life 
for a nation } According all due respect to the 
memories of the men of the field and the workshop, 
the question must be asked — what would they have 
accomplished, however patriotic and determined, 
without the association, and, to some degree, the 
leadership, of men who were decidedly aristocratic, 
in their surroundings as well as their tendencies? 
No man believes that Dr. Joseph Warren, who fell 
at Bunker Hill, held any command there because he 
was a professional man — only that he was an ardent 
patriot and a man of well-recognized ability. Neither 
John nor Samuel Adams was what could be called a 
" man of the people " in the sense of bodily labor 
or humble position. John Hancock was a man of 
splendid carriages, fine horses, ruffles and velvets, 
before the war, after it, and to the end of his days. 
Washington was quite as confirmed an aristocrat, in 
nature and habit, and so remained. Jefferson, the 
Lees, the Lawrences, the Morrises, the Clintons, the 
Stocktons, and scores of others who could be named, 
in one section of the land and another, planned and 
fought none the worse, that we have ever become 
aware, because they belonged to what was probably 
designated then, as it has certainly been designated 
at a later day, the ** silk-stocking aristocracy " — no 
more than they would have done with never so 
grimy brows, and with clean linen a thing of patri- 
otic rarity. 

The fact is, that in this country, in the rush of re- 
publican sentiments and the leveling which natu- 
rally belongs to it, we are in some little danger of 
elevating the lower class (speaking of wealth and 
culture) too much at the expense of all others. It is 
true that a fine coat does not make a patriot, any 
more than it does a gentleman ; but it. is also true 
that the possession of such a coat does not necessa- 
rily make a man traitor or coward. The gentlemen 
of the French Guards, in the wars of Louis XIV., 
who held so closely to punctilio that they would not 
fire until they had invited their antagonists to do so, 
still fought like incarnate demons, whenever they 
found occasion ; and in our own day we have seen 
the so-called " lisping dandies" of the British House- 
hold Brigade, perform such deeds of reckless valor, 
in the Crimea, as no history has ever seen excelled. 
And we are all well aware (when once we. pause to 
think of the fact, and we do not always), that our 
nattily dressed and love-making young minute-man 
of '75» when the summons came, sprang up from 
the ground with as dangerous a flash of the eye, 
and as nervous a clench of the hand as could 
have been exhibited by farmer or artisan — that he 
took sword or musket, or any other weapon that 
came to his hand, went manfully into the conflict, 
and did his full duty there, the fair hands laying 
down the flowers to gird on his belt and knapsack, 
to nurse, him when wounded and disabled, and to 
welcome hicn home to love and peace if he survived 
until the glorious struggle was ended. 



A SNOW-STORM IN MAY, 



MAY-DAY. 

May-day in Massachusetts, in 1873, was just what 
the day should be according to the poets. Clear 
sky — warm sunshine — fragrant air — and birds sing- 
ing their sweetest. The red maples were all in 
bloom, and so were the elms. The silver-leafed 
poplars were hung with tassels, and the willows 
seemed to stand in a bright, green haze. 

If you had chosen to go a-maying, you might have 
brought back a bouquet of maple, poplar, and willow 
blossoms ; besides, tufts of larch, and fresh grass, and 
clover leaves. Down by the wall, on the inside, were 
English violets in bloom. You might not pick them, 
for they belonged to the neighbor, and besides you 
could not reach them without much climbing. But 



you might stand there and look at them, and enjoy 
their perfume if you liked. 

The birds, and the trees, and the rest of us thought 
that summer had come, or at the very least, spring. 



THE STORM. 

Two days later came a cold wind and a rain. Very 
well to lay the dust and make the grass grow. But 
soon the hail-stones came pattering on the window- 
panes, and then the big snow-flakes began to fall. 
Thick and fast they. fell. The air was full of them. 
They soon covered the grass, every blade of it, and 
hung on every branch and twig. And the wind 
raged, and from all that could be seen it might have 
been mid-winter. 

III. 

WHAT THE PEOPLE sAlD. 

** Shocking climate ! shocking climate ! " said the 
old gentleman, as he looked out in dismay. 

" It is white and beautiful, though," said the mam- 
ma, "and it can't last long at this season." 

** O mamma ! may I take out my sled to-morrow ? " 
said the boy. 

IV. 
WHAT THE TREES SAID. 

The trees did not like it, and this, I think, is what 
they said : 

"Aha!" said the ash to the elm, who stood near. 
" I am so glad I did not begin my leaves when you 
advised me to. I've done nothing about a spring 
suit, except getting up my sap a little. I've nothing 
but smooth, bare twigs, and don't care how much 
the snow clings to them. Your blossoms must be 
wet and damaged." 

". Indeed they are," said the elm. " Soaked through, 
and loaded with snow." 

"So are our little flower-beds," said the cherry- 
trees. " What shall we do ? " 

" I hope the sun will come out and attend to it to- 
morrow," said the elm. "Whoever heard of a snow- 
storm in May / And the worst of it is, that hang- 
bird's nest ! Just look at that nest on my topmost 
bough ! Full of snow ! I am discouraged about it. 
The last thing the bird said to me, was, * Take care 
of my nest through the winter storms, and perhaps I 
shan't have to build a new one, and I'll come and 
lodge with you next summer.' I've done nothing 
but take care of it. It has been full of snow, almost 
every other day, and I've shaken it out, and dried it 
in the sun. And then I've had such a time with the 
winds. They seemed possessed to tear the little nest 
away from me. And when I thought it was all over, 
and the nest safe, now comes another big snow- 
storm, in May ! " 

y. 

THE BIRDS 

said nothing. 

A white crocus, coming up out of the ground, was 
annoyed at the state of things. 

" If I had known it was like this, I would .not have 
come up so soon," said she. " This snow is not be- 
coming to me. I expected to spread my petals over 
green grass. Then I should have been seen and 
admired. No one can tell now which is snow and 
which is crocus." 

VI. 
WHAT THE SUN SAID. 

When the sun came out the next morning, he was 
astonished ; for he had been behind a cloud when 
the snow fell. 

" Well ! well ! " said he, " I thought we had done 
with snow for the present. Never mind, though, I'll 
attend to it." 

Then he spread a lovely pink light over it all. The 
snowy hills, the roofs of the houses, the white trunks 
of the trees, the nest full of snow, and even the 
crocus, — everything was rosy in the sunlight. 

And the mamma looked out upon it, and said it 
was a beautiful sight, "worth the seeing even in 
May ! " 

Then the sun poured down his warm rays, and the 
snow began to melt and soak into the ground, and 
long before night there was not a flake left, except- 
ing a little patch that hid behind the trunk of the 
elm, and a long line in the shadow by the side of the 
wall. 

And the next day it was May-time again. 

— Annie Moore. 



